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Shattered Glass and Frames 
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Dead. Dead, dead, dead, dead. That word keeps repeating itself over and over again in my mind. It can't be. Not 
this way, not tonight. But it is.. 


He was just here. He was just with me. 
"We're sorry, ma'am," the officer on the right says with a sad smile. "You have our deepest sympathies." 


| dont want your sympathy," | spat, my eyes narrowing hatefully as they well up with tears that threaten to 


spill at any moment. "There's no sympathy for the dead, remember?" 


The two men on my doorstep appear shocked at my words as | quietly close the door, locking it tight. | look 
around the small apartment that | share shared with my fiancée, Ronnie. We had gotten engaged a mere two 


days before he was arrested in June of 2008 and we'd had to put off the wedding until he got out of prison 


The date had been set for July 31, 20l. Three months from today, actually. 


Invitations litter the floor, along with guest lists, menus, and play lists. We'd been up since dawn working on 
everything; trying to get most everything finalized. He'd just finished addressing the envelopes when he decided 
that he needed to run out to get something to eat, since I'd so conveniently forgotten to go grocery shopping 
the previous day. 


My fault. All my fault. If | hadn't been such a lazy ass, he wouldn't have left the apartment to go get food. 


The table in the entryway is littered with days worth of mail. Bills, junk, magazines. Along with my set of keys 


and a single picture in a sterling silver frame. 


Smiling softly, sadly, to myself, | reach down and grasp the frame with a shaking hand, lifting it off the table 
to get a better look at it. Ronnie's hands are on my sides and he holds me up in the air, a huge smile on his 
face. He had been spinning me in circles because | had just broken the news to him. | was pregnant; with our 


now three year old son, RJ. Short for Ronald Joseph Radke Junior. 
| have to be strong," | whisper to myself, clutching the frame to my chest. "For our baby." 


The words of the police officers ring in my ears, deafening me, "He lost control and spun out, slamming head 


on into another car." 
"Dead on arrival." 
"No need to come." 


My chest tightens as well as my grip on the picture frame. My lungs burn with a breath that is trapped in 
my chest that I've been holding for God only knows how long. | scream; a loud, guttural cry as it slips past my 
lips, and the picture frame goes flying across the room, shattering as it hits the floor. 


"Momma?" a tiny, scared voice asks from the hallway to my left. | snap my head in that direction and the 
tears finally start to pour from my eyes when | see my our son standing in the doorway of his room. His 
beautiful brown eyes, so like his father's, are wide with confusion as he stands there, wearing one of Ronnie's 
old Motley Crue shirts that hangs down to his feet and drags against the floor, his black hair all mussed from 
his nap. "Momma, whatth wrong?" he asks with his adorable, three year old lisp. 


"Nothing, baby," | sigh, reaching up to wipe the tears from my cheeks and crossing the room to him, bending 
down and scooping his tiny body up into my arms. "How about if we make you a sandwich then have uncle 
Nasty come over for a bit?" | ask, sniffling slightly as | carry him into the kitchen and set him down at the 
table. 


Ith otay, momma," he whispers; wrapping his arms around my neck just before | pull away. | smile sadly and 


squeeze my arms around his lanky frame, holding him tight to my body. 


"Y-yeah, baby," | choke out, my heart skipping a beat in my chest. | press a small kiss to his forehead then 
pull back, walking the few feet away from him to the kitchen counter. Pulling my phone from my pocket, | 
quickly dial Nasty's number from memory and press the small piece of plastic to my ear. 

"Hullo?" he answers after the third ring, his voice raspy from sleep. 


"Nason, it's Katelyn," | whisper, my voice shaky. 


"Katelyn?" he croaks and | can hear the worry in his voice. | never call him unless it's an emergency, so he 


immediately knows that something has happened. "What's wrong?" 
"l-it's, l." | stutter, trying to find the right words to describe the situation. "C-can you come over..?" 


"Yeah," he mumbles, clearing his throat. The rustle of fabric can be heard through the line as he begins pulling 
some clothes on. "I'll be there in twenty minutes. Is everything okay?" 


"No," | whisper low enough so that RJ can't overhear and shake my head. "Something's happened to Ronnie.” 


"Shit," he whispers as he grabs his keys and opens his front door. "Make that ten 
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"Katelyn!" Nasty calls, stepping into mine and Ronnie's apartment. "Where are you?!" 


"Uncle Nasty!" RJ squeals as he jumps off of his chair and storms into the living room. Nason give a strangled 


laugh as he catches RJ and | dry my hands off on a dish towel next to the sink. 
| slowly cross the room and step into the living room where Nasty listens patiently to what RJ has to tell him. 
"That sounds awesome, buddy. Why don't you go on to your room so | can talk to mommy then you can show 


me your new robot?" 


“Awight;" RJ says sadly, a small pout forming on his full, pink lips as he trudges to his bedroom and closes the 


door. 

"What's going on, Katelyn?" Nasty sighs, turning to face me. "What happened?" 

That's when | break down, my body crumples under me, my legs no longer able to support my body weight, 
and | sink to the floor. Nasty hurries over to me, his large, tattooed arms encircling my waist as he tugs me 
back to my feet and leads me over to the kitchen table. "H-he's dead," | choke out, my voice strangled with 
sobs. 


"What?" he whispers, disbelief in his voice. 


| nod, reaching up to wipe away my tears as my fiancée's best friend does everything that he can to comfort 


me. "H-he.. the cops. Went to get food, sp-spun out. D-dead." 


He stiffens slightly, if only for a moment, before his arms tighten more around me. He rocks me back and 


forth, not knowing what to say. Hell, there's nothing he can say. 


"Let's go lay you down," he sighs, finally breaking the silence. "Sam and | will stay here to help out with Ru for 


the time being." | nod as he slowly helps me to my feet and allow him to lead me to my room. 


-Ronmnie's POV- 


Voices surround me, yet they all sound muffled, as if I'm hearing them from under water. My eyelids want to 
open, but no matter how hard | try, they refuse. 


What the hell is going on? Where are Katelyn and my son? What's happened to me? 


"Mr. Radke?" someone asks from above me as they shine a light into my non-responsive eyes. | want to 


scream, shout, punch him in the fucking balls, anything just to let the person know that | can hear them. 
But | can't. 

He sighs and the light leaves my eyes, causing my body to ache for recognition. "He's still unresponsive," the 
person mutters, his voice laced with sadness. "It could take a few days; or he may never come out of the 
coma.” 


Coma? 


Alright, what the hell is going on? 


-Katelyn's POV- 
-I8 hours later- 
"Katelyn? Katelyn!" Nasty's voice floats to my ears as he roughly tries to shake me awake. "Katelyn, wake up!" 
| groan and try to flutter my eyes open, mentally slapping myself for my inability to answer him. "Katelyn, you 
have to wake up! The hospital called; the police were wrong, he's alive. They managed to revive him, but he's in 


a coma..." he trails off into a sob and rests his head on my shoulder. 


His words barely even register in my sleep clouded brain None of what he is telling me is real. It can't be. 


Ronnie is dead; the cops said so, and that takes away all of my will to live. 
Even our son isn't enough to hold me here anymore. 
"T-take care.. of my b-baby.." | whisper, my voice barely managing to leave my body. 


He stiffens, his sobs quieting, "K-Katelyn? Please open your eyes," he whispers as he sits up. | wish | could. | 


wish | could for my baby. But | can't. 


Its time to be set free.. 


Close Your Eyes; Just Sleep 
-Nasty's POV- 


"Katelyn, open your eyes," my voice takes on a more pleading tone as the seconds tick past. Honestly, I'm 


terrified for her life. There's no reason for her to be acting this way. "Katelyn, please..." 

"I just.. wanna.. s-sleep," she sighs, keeping her eyes closed tight. 

| sigh, biting my lip nervously and nod. | pull myself to my feet and walk back out into the hall to call Jacky and 
tell him the latest. | press my phone to my ear and wait for him to pick up, going over all of the details in my 


head. 


Dead on arrival, but they were able to resuscitate him. Internal bleeding, surgery to fix. Fell into a coma 


instead of waking up after.. 


| grumble to myself when he doesn't answer and leave him the details in a voicemail then close my phone and 


place it back into my pocket. 

"Damnit," | growl to myself, shaking my head and walking back down the hallway toward RJ's room. Quietly, | 
push open the door to see my godson sleeping peacefully in his bed, his face resembling that of a tiny angel. 
"RJ?" | ask quietly into the semi-dark room as my feet pad silently across the beige carpeting. | crouch down 
next to him, placing my hand on his small shoulder and shaking him lightly, “Time to wake up, buddy." 

He stirs slightly, rolling completely over onto his side to face me, his eyes fluttering open, “Uncle Nathty?" 
"Hey, kiddo," | smile weakly, pulling the covers back off of his body. "We need to go somewhere, okay?" 


"Where?" he yawns, sitting up and tiredly rubbing his brown eyes. "Ith daddy gonna be there?" 


My teeth sink into my bottom lip as | contemplate my answer and nod, "Yeah, he'll be there. But you're gonna 
have to stay with aunt Sam and Scarlett until | figure out some stuff." 


"Why?" he demands, crossing his arms over his chest as his bottom lip juts out in possibly the most pitiful 


pout that | have ever seen. "I wanna thee daddy!" 
"You will," | say slowly, averting my eyes from his clear brown ones. "Just. after he gets better." 


“Awight;" he says sadly and nods, but the pout never leaves his face as he crawls out of his twin bed and 
goes over to his dresser to pick out some clothes. | smile sadly and walk up behind him, pulling open the 
drawers that he is struggling with, and grabbing a pair of jeans, a t-shirt, and some underwear for him before 
helping him change. 


"Go brush your teeth, little man," | say, walking back out into the hallway. "Then come to the living room so we 
can get going." He nods as he walks past me, toward the bathroom across the hall from his room, and | watch 


him with a sad smile. 


Poor little guy has no idea that his whole world could be turned upside down at any moment. 


"Katelyn?" | ask, my voice fairly loud since | hope to bring her out of whatever catatonic state that she's in. 


"Katelyn, wake up. We're going to the hospital to see Ronnie; don't you want to go?" 
"No," she groans, squeezing her eyes closed tight and burying her face more into her pillows. "Ronnie's dead." 


"But he's not!" | exclaim, anger boiling up in the pit of my stomach as | grab her roughly by the shoulders and 
yank her into a sitting position "He's hurt and he needs you! Snap the fuck out of this!" | shake her small body 


as worried and frustrated tears pour down my cheeks but it does no good. 


Her body slumps in my arms as tears of her own pour out of her eyes and she starts mumbling incoherent 
things. "He's not dead," | state, laying her back down onto the bed and pulling myself to my feet. "And I'm going 


to prove it to you. One way or another." 


Ht Haunts Me In Me Dreams 


| walk into the hospital room that houses my best friend and brother, Ronnie Radke. Chewing on my bottom lip, 
| step up to the bed and look down at his unmoving form, tears pooling in my eyes and threatening to spill 


"C-C'mon, bro," | whisper, pulling a chair up next to his bed and slowly lowering myself into it. | reach my 


shaky hand over, taking his eerily cold, tattooed hand in mine and squeeze my eyes closed tight. 


"You have to wake up," | plead, the hot tears spilling from my eyes as my body begins to tremble violently. 
The thought of losing him is too much to bear and | know that if something happens and he doesn't come out 
of this, if he dies, then Katelyn will be gone as well. ts obvious from the way that she's been acting for the 
past eighteen hours. 


And there's nothing that | can do to stop it 


-Ronnie's POV- 


Bright, white light burns at my closed eyelids and | cringe slightly as | peel my eyes open, blinking multiple 
times to allow them to adjust to the radiance of the light. Shakily, | pull myself into a sitting position and look 
around the small, white room that I'm in. Normally, a room such as this would make me think that I'd been 


locked away in a nuthouse; but not this room. No, this is... different. 


"Hello?" | call out, expecting my voice to be shaky and raspy. But its not. It's as clear and steady as it has 


ever been. 


"Ronnie?" Katelyn asks, appearing next to me. | snap my head to the side, a small smile playing over my lips as 


our eyes make contact. Her eyebrows knit together in confusion, "What are we doing here? Where's RJ?" 


| shrug slightly, wondering the exact same things myself before it all comes flooding back to me. Planning our 
wedding, going to In -n- Out, losing control of the car, going into a coma. | reach over, taking her small, delicate 
hands in mine and whisper, "Katelyn, do you remember what happened right before we got here?" She shakes 
her head, shrugging her shoulders and biting her lip. | sigh, "Katelyn, | got into a car wreck." 


Her eyes widen slowly, realization dawning on her beautiful face, "And you died." 
"No, Katelyn," | slowly shake my head, giving her hands a reassuring squeeze. "They were able to revive me; l'm 
in a coma at Las Vegas Memorial Hospital.” She shakes her head, tears flooding her eyes. | nod, confirming my 


words and pulling her into my chest. 


She buries her face in the crook of my neck, sobs escaping her pale, pink lips with every breath she takes. | 


hold her fragile body close to mine, pressing my lips to her ear and murmuring, "Hold on for me, baby. Don't 


let go." 


As Makeup Runs Down Your Cheeks 


-Nasty's POV- 


| sob quietly, my body trembling uncontrollably. "P-please wake up," | plead, my forehead resting against my 
best friend's hand. Tears pour from my eyes at an alarming rate, crashing to the floor beneath me. | snap my 


head up suddenly, my ears catching a groan from the bed. 


"Ronnie?" | ask, reaching up with my free hand and wiping at my eyes. Nothing. Just the steady beat of the 
heart monitor. | sigh, shaking my head, my eyes never leaving his blank face. Irritation boils up in the pit of my 
stomach, quickly turning into anger. 


"Wake up," | demand, moving my hand to rest on his arm and roughly shaking him. "Wake the fuck up, Ronald!" 


He doesn't move, and if | didn't know any better, I'd say that he wasn't even breathing. No; the only thing that 
lets me know that he is alive is that fucking heart monitor. Sighing, | let my eyes swivel over to that machine, 


and am shocked at what | see. 


"Nurse!" | scream, dropping Ronnie's hand and pulling myself to my feet, bolting from the room. My Van clad 
feet slap against the tile floor of the coma wing of Las Vegas Memorial Hospital, carrying me as fast as they 


can toward the nurses’ station. "Nurse!" 


"Sir, you're going to need to lower your voice," an elderly nurse snaps, coming around the corner and looking u 
Y going Yy y P ng g up 


at me in disapproval. 
| come to a stop in front of her, breathing heavily, "Its a coma wing; | though you wanted them to wake up." 
She narrows her eyes up at me, tapping her plain, white shoe on the tile floor, "What can | help you with?" 


| point back down the hall, the way | came from, and say, "Ronald Radke in 132.. his heart monitor is going 


crazy." 


"Crazy how?" she questions, sighing and starting down the hallway toward Ronnie's room. | shrug, mumbling 
incoherent things as | follow along behind her. "It probably means nothing," she states, her voice cold as she 


pushes open the door to the room and steps inside. "Don't get your hopes up." 


"Fucking bitch," | grumble, stepping into the room behind her and watching her as she goes over to check on 
Ronnie. | stand at the foot of the bed, biting down hard on my bottom lip as she takes her stethoscope and 
places it to Ronnie's chest then moves onto checking his pulse, respirations, then finally, his blood pressure. 


"Well?" | ask as she turns to face me. 


"Something odd is happening, that's for sure," she says, walking back across the room to the door. "Let me go 


page the doctor then we can find out what's going on" 


| nod, moving back to the chair | occupied moments before and lowering myself back into it. "You gotta wake 


up, bro," | mumble, leaning forward and placing my elbows on my knees. 


The groan | heard before comes again, only this time it is louder. My eyes widen in shock as they rake over 


his face; the face that isn't quite as blank as before. "Rondoggie?" | whisper, leaning forward. "Hey, you awake?" 


"H-hold on for m-me, b-baby," he murmurs breathily, his eyes moving around wildly behind his eyelids. "D- 
don't... let... g-go.." 


My heart leaps up into my throat at his words and a wide smile spreads across my lips. "Ronnie..! Ronnie!" 


He groans again, squeezing his eyes closed tight and slowly shaking his head. "Go.. the fuck.. aw-way," he 
whispers. | shake my head, standing and placing my hands on his shoulders, shaking him roughly. 


His eyes spring open and he looks up at me in shock. "Welcome back," | sigh in relief. 


He nods slowly, his eyes moving lazily around the room. "Where's.. K-Katelyn?" he asks in a voice more raspy 


than normal. | bite my bottom lip in contemplation for just a moment before an idea springs into my mind. 


"Wait here!" | exclaim, removing my hands from his shoulders and running from the room, faster than I've 


ever run before. 


"Where else would | go?" | hear him shout after me. | chuckle as | dart past the nurses station and the 


elevators, heading straight for the stairwell. 


| push the door open, causing it to slam against the wall as | run down the seven flights of stairs, taking them 
two at a time. My feet carry me as fast as possible through the lobby and out to my car. | pull my keys 
from my skin tight jeans and quickly press the unlock button on the remote then yank the drivers side door 


open and throw myself into the car. 


"Hold on, Katelyn," | yell, shoving the key into the ignition and starting the car, pulling out of my parking space 
and peeling out of the lot, my tires squealing behind me. | fly over the streets of Las Vegas, making it to 


Ronnie and Katelyn's place in record time. 


Hastily, | pull the keys from the ignition and jump out of the car, running up to their door and throwing it open. 
| pad quietly down the hallway, catching my breath as | walk into the bedroom to see Katelyn in the same 


position as before. 


Sighing, | cross the room to her and lower myself onto the bed next to her. "Katelyn, c'mon, you're being 
ridiculous. Ronnie is awake and he wants to see you." | bite my lip in concern when she doesn't budge and reach 


out, scooping her small body up into my arms. "We're going to see Ronnie." 


She flails weakly against my hold, her small fists slamming against my chest with what l'm assuming is the 


most strength she can muster. "L-Lemme go," she mumbles, tears pouring from her closed eyes. 


| shake my head, carrying her back out to the car and setting her into the passenger seat. "No can do, lovely," 
| say, buckling her in tightly then going back around to the drivers seat and starting the car back up. | look 
over at her to see her slumped against the door and it looks like it's taking all of her willpower to keep on 


breathing. 


Making Up For Miles, Just A Little While, Like You Would 
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-Katelyn's POV- 
A pair of strong arms slide underneath my body, hoisting me into the air. "Put m-me down!" | scream, but my 
voice comes out as nothing more than a whisper. | beg with him; | scream, | cry, but the only response | get is 


for him to tighten his arms around me. 


"We're going to see Ronnie," he states, coming to a stop inside of what seems to be an elevator. "So you need 


to wake up, that way he can marvel at your pretty face." 


| go silent once again, crumbling in on myself. Why does Nason refuse to believe that Ronnie is gone? | am was 
his fiancée and | believe it, so why can't he? 


The elevator dings and Nasty starts walking again, down an eerily quiet hallway that almost sparks my 
curiosity enough to open my eyes. Almost. Finally, he comes to a stop and a door creaks open for us to step 


inside. 


"Look who came to see you," he murmurs once we step into the room. | groan quietly and bury my head more 


into Nasty's chest. 

"Just let me sleep," | whimper, clenching his shirt with my fists, hot tears pouring down over my cheeks. 
Nasty takes a few more steps into the unidentified room and slowly lowers me down onto a soft surface. 
"Thank you," | mumble and roll over onto my side, pulling my knees up to my chest. 


"Hey, baby," a raspy voice that causes my heart to soar whispers into my ear. "You held on for me." 


Slowly, | pry my eyelids open and raise my head. The bright lights of the sterile hospital room make my eyes 
burn but | ignore it when my gaze lands on the face of my fiancée. Whom | believed to be dead. 


"Wh-what're you.. doing here?" | ask breathlessly, my eyes widening with disbelief. 


He chuckles quietly and snakes his arms around my waist, pulling my body as close to his as he can. "I told you 


that I'd always be here for you; that I'd always come back to you, didn't |?" 


| smile softly and nod, laying my head onto his slightly toned chest, "You did" 


His hand lightly strokes up and down my back as he whispers in my ear. "That's what soul mates do, Katelyn. 
They always come back to that one, special person. That's why I'll always come back to you." 


